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“You've got to go to-work, sir!" de-
clsred old Exra Porter stormily.

“You haven't ralsed me to work
and. ! don't kngw how to do it," re-
plied bis nephew and heir, Ronald
Dunstan, not impertinently, yet with
a:shade of defiance in his tone

“Then what did you waste five
years on an education for?" snarled
the irate old man.

“General knowledge and training."”
replisd Ronald calmly. It Jed to wmy
winning the prize in oratory. | came
to ‘you the finished article and lold
Yoo my bent. You wouldn’t have I
Your heart s set on my belng g phy-
tioins, Why, sir, I'd break down at
the first patlent! | can't bear the
sight of paln and distress” -

“All right, then,”" berated Mr. Por-
ter, “start out and earn your own
living. Until you do, I disown you.”

“I shall have to do that, I fear, since
you insist upon It." observed Dongld
in ‘hiz usual smiling. imperturable
way. “It may be hard at the start,
for your kindness has spolled me, but
I will try afid keep respectable.”

“Tgh!" growled the old tyro, falrly
wrathful because he could not fright-
enthis independent young man into
becoming humility. “As-a pennileas
adventurer, I hope you will not have
the premption to continue your at-
tentions to Miss Dejevan.”

"Oh, Constance?” intimated Ron- |
ald, and actually looked happy and
thrashed |

hopeful, and old Hura

around anow at thie further eazas-
perating evidance of the perfect con-
fidence of his nephew in himself and
tho-tu.t;ure. “Why, sir, we are en-
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